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Truthful Jenny 



ENNY, 

put 
down 
your 
needle- 
work, 
and get 
ready 

for school. But I have one thing 
to say ; you really must be more 










Truthful Jenny. 

careful. If you break this basin, 
I cannot let you have another 
to take your dinner to-morrow. 
You’ll have to take it in the bas¬ 
ket,” said Mrs. Jones, as she put 
her little girl’s dinner into a basin, 
and, covering it down with a 
plate, tied it up in a handker¬ 
chief. 

“ I could not help it, mother,” 
replied Jenny. “ The basin just 
slipped out of my hand, and went 
crash before I knew where ’twas 
falling to.” Such was really the 
case; little Jenny, in untying the 
handkerchief, had let the basin 


Truthful Jenny. 

slip, and it had fallen upon the 
stones, and was broken in pieces. 

“Well, get ready to go; only 
remember that I cannot afford you 
a new basin every day. Instead 
of having a nice piece of fruit pud¬ 
ding or pie, you’ll have to take 
bread and cheese, or some diy 
food that don’t want basins, if 
you break that one.” 

Jenny then soon laid aside her 
needle-work, and, taking her 
books and the basin, tripped off to 
school. The school was three 
miles’ distance from her home, 
and she had a high hill to ascend 







Truthful Jenny. 

before she reached it. Most of 
the children took their dinners 
with them, on account of the 
school being so far away, and 
Jenny amongst the number. 

Now, Jenny Jones was a little 
girl, scarcely nine years old; but 
she was as full of fun as any little 
child of that age could be. She 
was Mr. and Mrs. Jones’s only 
child, and they were very fond of 
her, but not so foolishly fond as 
to spoil her by letting her have 

everything her own way. 

Jenny bad gone a good part of 
the way to school before she met 


Truthful Jenny . 

with any of her school-fellows. 
But presently she came upon 
three or four, and they agreed to 
have a run, and see which could 
get to school first. Away they 
went, all together at first, but soon 
they were very far apart, the 
fleetest runner being soon nearly 
out of sight. Jenny ran very 
fast, but she was the least of the 
party, and, as the least, she was 
the last. But on she went, never 
looking where she was going, un¬ 
til she caught her foot in a stone, 
and over she went, books, basin, 
and all. 








Truthful Jenny. 


“ Oh, dear me ! ” cried Jenny, 
picking herself up, and then wist¬ 
fully looking for the basin, which 
had rolled on a few steps. “ I 
hope that is not broken; what 
shall I do if it is ? ” However, it 
was not: the fruit of the nice pie 
had got mixed up with the piece 
of bread and meat on the top of 
the crust, but the basin and plate 
were all safe. Jenny was very 
glad at that, though she would 
have been also very glad if the 
juicy plums had stayed at the 
bottom of the basin, and not cov¬ 
ered her meat, for she did not 


Truthful Jenny . 

fancy it would be quite such nice 

^The day wore on, the din- 
n ers were eaten, and the after- 
noon lessons were commenced, 
when old Captain Pherson came 
into the school-room. He was a 
great friend of their governess, 
and generally came in once a 
week and talked to the children 
of the love of Jesus and his won¬ 
derful works. They all enjoyed 
his visits very much, and were 
never tired of listening to him. 
That afternoon, when he had 
taken a seat, he inquired which 





Truthful Jenny, 

of his little friends could spell the 
■word “ equivocate .” 

Several young voices instantly 
responded to his question by 
spelling the word ; but when he 
asked who could explain its mean¬ 
ing, there was silence. Presently, 
one of the elder girls looked up 
at the captain, who, upon noticing 
her, said, ““Well, Mary, what do 
you think is the meaning of equiv¬ 
ocate ?” 

“ Making believe one thing, 
sir, and all the time meaning 
something else,” replied Mary, 
blushing. 


Truthful Jenny. 

« Quite right. The word equiv¬ 
ocate is used to express a doubtful 
or double meaning ; its object be¬ 
ing generally to mislead the per¬ 
son we are conversing with, and 
to represent things in an aspect 
different from what they are. In 
fact, it is the next step to lying. 
As I want you to be truthful little 
children, and to grow up truthful 
women, I feel I ought to warn 
you of the danger of equivocation. 
When you have done wrong, tell 
the truth, and let truth give your 
naughty words and actions the 
right coloring. The Bible says, 
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Truthful Jenny . 

‘He that covereth his sins shall 
not prosper; but whoso confesseth 
and forsaketh them shall have 
mercy.’ (Proverbs xxviii. 13 .) 
An equivocator is a coverer of 
sin; therefore he or she will not 
prosper unless they break off the 
sinful habit. We may deceive 
each other, but we cannot deceive 
God. Do you remember when 
the Pharisees and Herodians drew 
near to entangle the Lord Jesus 
in his talk, how they professed 
one thing, and all the time meant 
another, and what the blessed 
Lord, knowing their hearts, called 
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scend it on the other side, they 
were all laughter and glee. 

“ Now,” shouted Annie Thorn, 
“ here goes I See which gets first 
to that mole-hill, me or my 
basin! ” and away went the basin, 
and away went Annie after it, 
both arriving at the mole-hill 
pretty much at the same time. 

“ Now, Jenny, try yours,” cried 
several of the children. “ Annie’s 
was a capital one to roll.” 

But Jenny drew back, saying, 
“ Mother told me to take care of 
the basin, and be sure and not 
break it.” 

















Truthful Jenny . 

“Oh, she’s afraid!” they 
shouted; afraid she’ll break her 
five-cent basin. Just sec! Is she 
not a coward? Why, the grass 
is as soft as anything can be. I 
don’t believe a glass would break 
on it, let alone a basin. Come, 
Jenny, just try which will go the 
fastest, yours or Annie’s. Don’t 
be so afraid! ” 

Jenny hesitated, and then tying 
the handkerchief closer round the 
basin, off she rolled it, Annie 
starting hers at the same time. 
On the basins went, over and 
over—now close together — then 


Truthful Jenny . 

far apart. On, past the little 
mole-hill, past a large mound of 
earth which separated their 
course; for one took one side of 
the mound, and the other the 
other, until they reached the bot¬ 
tom of the hill. The children, 
little calculating that the basins 
would go rolling on without hin¬ 
drance from the top of the hill 
to the bottom, anxiously followed 
in their track. Annie’s was dis¬ 
covered safely lodged in a bed of 
nettles, from which she had some 
difficulty in rescuing it; but poor 
Jenny’s had knocked against a 









Truthful Jenny 

great stone and was smashed to 
bits. There was no need to untie 
the handkerchief; the damage 
was too plain to need that; both 
plate and basin were broken to 
pieces. 

The children, ever ready for 
mischief, but now frightened at 
the effects of their mischief, gath¬ 
ered round Jenny, inquiring what 
she would say, and what she 
would do, and whether her 
mother would beat her much ! 
Jenny, pale and speechless, took 
up the bundle of bits and began 
creeping slowly homewards. 


Truthful Jenny . 

“Say you knocked it by acci¬ 
dent against a stone,” whispered 
one. “No, say it broke itself,” 
said another; “for of course it 
did; you was not a-holding 

it.” 

“ No, no ! ” cried little Tim 
Riley, who had been watching 
the basins rolling down the hill 
from his mother’s garden-gate, 
and had overheard some of the 
children’s remarks, “ Don’t you 
tell any lies, Jenny. Mother 
says, always speak the truth; 
and be sure you do, Jenny.” 
Jenny turned a grateful look 










Truthful Jenny. 

upon the little fellow, and very 
soon reached her own cottage. 

Once or twice on the road she 
was tempted to think of making 
up a story to mislead her mother; 
but she drove the thought from 
her, when she remembered if she 
did not tell a direct lie she would 
be equivocating , and Captain 
Pherson said that was the next 
step to lying. “ No 1 I will tell 
the truth, as little Tim told 
me to,” she murmured to herself. 
“ O Lord Jesus, do help me not 
to be afraid, but to tell mother 
all!” 
















Truthful Jenny. 

“ Why, what is the matter, 
Jenny! How late you are! Here 
are father and I at tea, child, 

said Mrs. Jones. 

“O mother!” replied Jenny, 
her lips quivering and her hands 
trembling, “ I’ve broke the basin 
again.” 

“ Broke the basin! Why, what 
a careless child you are! Well, 
sit down; what can’t be cured 
must be endured. You’ll have to 
do without a basin for the future. 
I never saw such a thoughtless 
child as you are — to think you 
cannot be trusted with a basin ! ” 















Truthful Jenny. 

“ You need not tell your 
mother how you broke it; she 
has not asked you,” something 
whispered to Jenny. “ But I 
will, though,” thought Jenny; 
“ I will not deceive her.” And, 
going straight up to her mother, 
she laid her head against her 
mother’s arm, saying, “Mother, 
I have been a very naughty girl. 
I set the basin rolling down Hill— 
bury Hill, and it came against a 
stone, and that broke it.” 

“ Set a basin rolling down Hill- 
bury Hill! Why, you must have 
been crazy, I should think. Well, 










Truthful Jenny. 

you’ve broke the basin, and now 
you must-do without, to your sor¬ 
row,” was Mrs. Jones’s reply. 
Mrs. Jones was very angry with 
Jenny, or she would have noticed 
her pained little face; but her 
father saw it, and called her to 
him, saying, “Come here, Jenny; 
father wants you.” 

“My child,” said he, kissing 
his darling, “ you’ve had hard 
work this time to speak the truth, 
haven’t you ? ” 

“ Yes, oh yes I father,” sobbed 
Jenny, hiding her face against 
him. 





Truthful Jenny . 

“ The Lord has seen it has been 
hard work, my girl, and he has 
given you his strength, or you 
would not have been able to have 
done it. God grant you may 
have grace always to speak the 
truth. King Solomon says, in 
the twelfth of Proverbs and nine¬ 
teenth verse, > The lip 0 f truth 
shall be established forever; but a 
lying tongue is but for a moment.’ 
Oh that my little Jenny might 
keep the lip 0 f truth! ” 

Mrs. Jones, hearing her hus- 
and’s words, began to see clearly 
tow matters stood, and, kissing 


Truthful Jenny . 

Jenny, told her she would have 
rather she should have broken all 
the crockery in the house than 
have kept back the truth from her 
about the basin. 

Jenny still goes to school, but 
she never carries her dinner in a 
basin. No; her father has bought 
her a little tin with a cover, be¬ 
cause she told the truth; and she 
now trips fearlessly along, and is 
not afraid of any accident that can 
happen to it, or to her; for she 
knows God is about her path, and, 
if she continues in his love, he 
will keep her in all her ways. 
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